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Mos. Alas, sir,
Myself but yesterday discovered it.
Volp. How might I see her?
Mos. Oh, not possible;
She's kept as warily as is your gold;
Never does come abroad, never takes air
But at a window. All her looks are sweet
As the first grapes or cherries, and axe watched
As near as they are.
Volp. I must see her -
Mos. Sir,
There is a guard of spies ten thick upon her; All this whole household; each of which is set Upon his fellow, and have all their charge When he goes out, when he comes in, examined*
Volp. I will go see her, though but at her window.
Mos. In some disguise, then.
Volp. That is true; I must
Maintain mine own shape still the same: we'll think.
[Exeunt.